CHAPTER ELEVEN
Fugitive Memories of our lost Paradise

'"T^HERE were several months during the period
X immediately following my wife's return from her
travels, when I spent what I think must always be con-
sidered as the happiest months of my life. The small
boat which I had bought not long before her departure
was a great success. That ceaseless craving for new
things and a new fashion of life, which is a form of
torture to so many of us, was unexpectedly gratified. I
found myself living neither in a villa, a palatial hotel, nor
any previously experienced form of habitation. My days
were mostly spent in the sea, my nights on the deck of
that small yacht, the Echo, in ozone and pine-scented air
with the star-canopied sky for a ceiling and the woods and
shelving beach of Garoupe for walls.
This has always seemed to me a miracle period.
Months set apart in my life, neither exactly like the past
nor particularly pointing forwards towards the future. I
do not think that my wife on her return quite shared my
enthusiasm for this informal manner of living, but it
appeared to me that, after searching in many countries of
the world, I had found the perfect summer climate. There
were drawbacks at odd times when rollers of the Mediter-
ranean lashed by a sudden east wind came racing into the
bay and we listened with anxiety to the creaking and
straining of our anchors. Even now I awake sometimes
in the night and fancy that I can hear the disturbed voice
of my matelot, awakened rudely from his sleep.
" C'est le vent d'est, monsieur.   Il faut partir tout de
suite"
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